Dedications

[of ORCHESTRA]

I

TO  HIS VERY   FRIEND9  MASTER  RICHARD MARTIN

TO whom shall I this dancing poem send,
This sudden, rash, half-capriole of my wit?
To you, first mover and sole cause of it,
Mine-own-selve's better half, rny dearest friend.

Oh would you yet my Muse some honey lend

From your mellifluous tongue, whereon doth sit

Suada in majesty, that I may fit

These harsh beginnings with a sweeter end I

You know the modest sun full fifteen times

Blushing did rise and blushing did descend

While I in making of these ill-made rimes

My golden hours unthriftily did spend:

Yet, if in friendship- you these numbers praise^

1 will mispend another fifteen days*

H

TO THE PRINCB

SIR, whatsoever you are pleased to do

It is your special praise that you arc bent

And sadly set your princely mind thereto:

Which makes you in each thing so excellent.

Hence is it that you came so soon to be

A man-at-arms in every point aright;

The fairest flower, of noble chivalry,

And of Saint George his band, the bravest knight

And hence it is* that all your youthful train

In activeness, and grace you do excel;

When you do courtly dancings entertain

Then Dancing's praise may be presented well

To you, whose action adds more praise thereto

Thari all the Muses with thek pens can do.